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provocation of a kind thai none could bear and not yield. The
fangs of the worm-snake dripped with a frothy milk. In mounted
and erected expectancy, in blunt-nosed expectancy, in forked-
tongucd expectancy, it-danced a lust-dance of delirious joy when
it found that it could make this slave-corpse, this dead soul, this
rex mortuus, that had been a human being, utter these simple
words!
And to what end? To the end of observing how an iron bar,
if given a modicum of propulsion from the thin arms of Codfin,
would obey the law of gravitation!
The pale blue eyes of Codfin opened now just a little. They
were blinking and confused and a moisture trickled from their
lids. "Eh? what's that, pard? Meet ye, did ye say?"
"Yes, yes, yes, yes," cried the cresting worm through the lips
of Mr. Evans. "When shall I meet you up there?"
About five hours later, Mr. Evans was seated on one of the iron
seats on the slope of Wirral Hill, watching the little boys play
rounders. Now rounders might be defined as the innocent child-
hood of baseball, of which it is obviously the original source,
and it is a game of the simplest and most primitive hit-and-run
nature. And Mr. Evans became extremely interested in rounders
that afternoon.
Every time one of the boys hit the ball, Mr. Evans could see
the lean stooping figure; not of the John he knew, but of an
abstract victim whose name was called John, and of a victim so
completely dehumanised and depersonalised that all question of
"saving" him disappeared. The only thing to do was to stop the
horror. As Mad Bet had screamed to Mr. Evans at Mother Legge's
party on Easter Monday, the only thing to do was to "stop" and
then to wash the sand clean in the mind's fatal Colosseum.
But Mr. Evans could not "stop." He watched this hit-and-run
game with peculiar and special interest because it was exactly
what he was going to do himself. He was going to hit and run or
rather to watch, but Christ would say it was the same thing,
someone else hit and run.
Was Mr. Evans mad? Not unless all sexual desire, from the
satisfaction o-f which other sentiencies suffer unnecessary suffer-
ing, is mad.